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The Miseourian, knowa in every fight as
the Storm Centre. His real name is John D.

self a lieutenant-colonel in General Joe
Shelby’s brigade of Confederate daredevils,
sent by his comrades as emissary fto the
Emperor Maxmilian of Mexico.

Jacqueline, who is the Marquise Jeanne
from Napeleon III to the the Court of
Mexic

Beethe, her maid. The

Maximilian, arohduke of Austris, eccupant|of the

Charlotte of Orleans, the Hmpress.
Anastasio Murguia, a Mexicuil hu;‘rgadoi
w . runn era
Driscoll, familiasly shortensd to Din Driscoll. | Ny aics ato At joits, e & b
At the close of the Civil War he finds him-|a coward and a miser. ! Mon i
Maria de La Luz, his daughter. Marquez, Miramon, Mejia, Mendez, Tmperi-
Rodrigo Galan, brigand and guerilla.
Tiburcio, blackmaller of the highway,scout | Regules, Escobedo, Republican officers.
and ‘‘loyal Imperialist.” { Dan
Augustin Fischer, ‘‘the Fat Padre,” a rene-  fourians, one-time editor and editor yet o
&'Aumerle, on a mission of high politics | gade priest of subtle parts. '
Micheel Ney, grandson of the ‘'Bravesi of
the Brave.”

' : , “The f*ople‘ of the Story

he Missourian

chief

vorite

Marshal Bazaine. commander-in-chief
French Army of Occupation in Mexico.

Miguel Lopez, colonel of Dragoous, 2 fa-

, | alist officers.

“Ola Brothers and Sisters,” ‘“‘Tall Mose™
Bledsoe, of the County of Pike, and yet more
of the Missouri coloneis. .

Benito Juares, president of the Mexican

ef the New World throne created for him.

Madame La Marechale, bis bride. | Republic.

Colonel Dupin, the “‘Tiger of the Tropics,’

of the Contra Queriiiss

of the Emperof. _
sieur Eloin, the Emperor's Secretary.

ie] Boone, first scout among the Mis-

CHAPTER XIIL
Unregistered in Any Studbook.

“La belle chose que l'aristocratie quand |
on a le chance d’en etre.”’—Voltare i

That garish daub which was sopped up |
from the burning homes of men and be-|
spaitered over the forest's dark’ crest was
already mellowing under the gentler touch |
of dawn, when the three travelers gained |
the open country. i

“Poor, dirty, little Inditos,” Jacquelne

mused aloud. Berthe struck her pony in|
a gremor of fright. The American was|
riding ahead. ‘Fire and sword,” Jaque-
line went on, and her voice lowered to
sntemse scorn, “they make the final tab-
Jeau, but—it's gaudy, it's cheap.”

The trail had broadened into a high
road, and now it wound among the hills
ilike o soiled white ribbon. Driscoll turned
in his saddle. “I shouldn’t wonder,” he
wheerved in the fulltoned drawl that was

, peculiar to him, “but what we'd better

Jbe projecting a change of venue: <Lhis
woute is too public, and publicity around
lhere strikes me as eort of prejudiced.
®'poge we just stir up an alibi?”

A certain stately old judge back in Mis-
\souri would have emiled thus bo hear the
wcion of his house. But the marchioness,
wonfident’ in her mastery of English,
ithonght it was the veriest jargon. , What
lnvas the boy trying to say? His next
iwords grew fairly intelligible. “We are
mow headed for Valles. Well, we've de-
\cided ‘mot to go to Valles.” :

Perhape they had, brt ghe at least had
weased deciding anything, eince the over-
wuling of her veto in the matter of pre-
icedence when ome is hoisted upon & burro.
! Aunvaonypuﬂ:amedtheroad.
lwhiret trail to the left, after leaving the
‘rwood,” Driscoll eaid adoud, “and this

be it.” Campaigner in an unfamil-
jar country, he had informed himself, and
(it was with confidence that he led his lit-
(tle party into the bridlepath. But he
Jooked anxioysly at the forest behind.
(He did not doubt but that Rodrigo, if it
were he back there, would terrify Mur-
guia into betraying their destination, or
Ktheir supposed destination, which -was
! Valles.
| Cam’t you hwry ’em up a bit?’ he call-
ed back.

«We do try,” protested Jacqueline,
| holding' aloft a broken switch,” but they
only emile at us.” .

Dﬁmﬂgotdownawﬂmdjdthemm
from his boots. One of the immense saw-

* Jike discs he adjusted to mademoiselle’s

high heel, passing the strap twice around
whe silk-clad ankle. Jacqueline gazed
Jdown on the short-cropped, curly head,
. and she saw that the back of his neck was
«uddenly red. But the discovery awaken-
ed nothing of the coquette in her. Quite
the contrary, there was something grate-
fui, even gravely maternal, in the smile
hovering on her lips for the rough trooper

justep.
gether maternal as she watched him do-
ing the same service for Berthe. Perhaps

he was too far away,.or perhaps practice !

brought indifference, but at any rate, his
neck was no longer tinged in that fiery
way.

“Now dig ‘em!” said he. “We want t{o
make that clump of mesquite yonder,
pretty quick.”

The trees he pointed to were two or
three miles away, but the travelers cover-
ed the distance at an easy lope. Dmiscoll
kept an eye on the road they had juet
left, and once hidden by the mesquite he
called a halt. As he expected, a number
of horeemen appeared at a trot from the
“«irection of the forest. Lhey did not
pause at the cross trail, however, but kept
“10 the highway in the direction of Valles.
The American and the two givls could
now safely continue their jowmney along
the bridlepath.

“‘Monsieur,” - Jacqueline questioned de-
murely, and in her most treacherous way.
“how much longer do we yet follow, you
up and down mountains?”

“W’y, uh—I'm going to. the City of
Mexico.”

“And we others, we may tag along,
_n'estce pas? But the city is far, lar.
1And, to-night?”

“Of oourse,” said Driscoll, “if you
should happen to know of a good hotel
-—» He pauced and gazed inquiringly
over hills covered with banana and coffee
to the frost line. He would not have
.tried a frailer temper so, but to provoke
hers was incense to his own.

“You others, the Americans,” she said
tentatively, as though explaining him to
i herself, “you are so greedy of this New
World! You won’t give us of it, no, not

' even a poor little answer of inmformation.
‘Alas, Monseigneur the American, I apolo-
zize for being on this gide the ocean at
all—in a tattered frock.”

Driscoll looked, but he could see moth-
ing wrong. She seemed as Crisp and
dainty as ever. If there were any disar-
ray, it was a fetching sort, with a certain
rakish effect. e

“0Ohy, that's all right.” he assured her

“Really, and after you've been writing
ue notes from Washington to—to ‘get
ont’? We French people do mot think
that was polite.” ) !

“[ pever wroie you any notes, and,”
§c added in a lowered tone, “the devil
$ake Washington, since Lee didn’t!”

Jacqueline’s Yps puised suddenly like a
gherry. “Oh pardon me,” she exclaimed.
1 did not know. And so you are a—a
Confederate? But,” and the grey eyes
faatened upon hima. She rede, too, so that
~he ecould see his face, just ahead
of her, ‘“but your faction, the—yes, the
South—she is already vanquis—no!- whip-
ped? I—I heard.”

He did not reply, but his expression
disturbed her unaccountably. She could
almost note the whimsical daredeviltry
sade from his face, as there came instead
the grimmest and etrangest Jocking of
the jaws. She tried to imagine the French
beaten and her feelings then, but it was
difficult, for her countrymen wera ‘‘the
bravest of the world, the unconquered.”
They had borne victory over fur conti-
nents, into two hemispheres. But this
American. what must he feel? Jle was
thinking, In truth, of many things. - Of
hie leave taking with his regiment, with
those lusty young eavages of Missourians
whom perhaps he was never to see again.
lle was thinking oi hix ride through the
~outh to Mobile, of the misery in stub-
Lhorn heroiem, of the wsufierings every-

where, matching that in the dreary fever

f and ravaged and of the Jowering cloud of

; ginia so hard pressed; of the doom of

|
{

who took fright like a girl over a revealed | ped to his back, Driscoll inquired the dis-

Still, the interest was not alto-|

finality. Of the Army of Northern Vir-

Surrender, a khell already sounded, per-
hape. Never had Jacqueline seen euch bhit-
terness on a hmman fate. Tt was a man's
bitterness. And almost a desperado’s. At
least there was the making of a desperado
an the youth of a moment hefore. She
caught hersclf ghuddering.  There wa&
something so like a - lurking death aetride
the yellow horee in front of her.

But over her dlso there came a change.
and it grew as she saw and appreciated
the. man in him. Her caprices fell from
her, and she was the srewd woman of
the world, a deft ecreature of course, a
cunning weaver of the delicate skeins of
intrigue and politic. A glint of craft and
purpose stryck from the gray eyes, as in
preparafion for . battle. Her mischievous
bantering had really been fraught with
design, and by it xhe had revealed to her-
self thie man. But the change in her
came when he proved an antagonist, as
sghe now eupposed him to be. For in the
uncloaking he stood forth a Confederate.
His camse was lost. He was in Mexico.
He was on a mission, no doubt. One ques-
t-i‘onArema.ined, what could the mission bhe?

Abrupt frankness, with ite guileful cal-
culation toeurprise one into betrayal, was
the subtlest diplomacy. “Let us see,” she
mused aloud, “you, your comrades, mon-
sieur, you have no country now? Bien,
that accounts for your interest in Maxi-
milian?” iy

“And what is'your interest, Mise—Jack-
leen?”

She staggered before the ripogte. The
“Jack-leen”” wae inmnocent blundefing, she
knew that, He had heard Rodrigo address
her 60, and he used it in all respect. But
there was her own question turned on
herself. By ‘“her interest” he of course
meant the interest she was showing in
himself; he was not referring it to Maxi-
milian. And yet the double meaning was
there, just the same. He had struck
back, that was certain, but because she
could not tell where, nor even whether
he had wounded, she was afraid to parry,
much more to venture amnother thrust.
Those who had sent the rustic evidently
knew what they were about. He could
shoot well, which was exhilarating. To
redeem onds country’s discredited bills,
was quixotic. She rose to that, because
she was French. But to fence with herself
—avell, that was quality, Instinctive, in-
bred, unconscious, and unregistered in
any studbook of Burke or Gotha—but
quality. And she recognized it, for there
was deference in the silence which her
baffled diplomacy now counseled.

They passed many matives plodding on
to Valles with market stuff, going at the
Inditos’ tireless foxtrot, now a man in
lioncloth etooped under a great bundle
of straw or charcoal, or a family entire,
including burro and dog. Of a"gray-beard-
ed patriarch with a chicken coop strap-

tance to an hacinda of the region which
had the name of Moctezuma. “IProbale-
mente, it will be ten leagues farther cn,
senor,” the Huastecan replied.

“We are going.” Driscoll now wformed !
his companions, “to drop in on Murgic |
the hospitable old anaconda.” i

They acquired a pineappic by purchase, |

{.and stopped for their morning coffee at a

|

l

| amiss, Don Anastasio’s steward led them

camp of the Old Brigade. He was think-
mg of all the beautiful Southland tom

now | i
! hut among numberless orange trees, and |

at another farther on for their. midday
lunch, where they learred that the Haci-
enad de Moctezuma was only just beyond
the finst hill, and only just bevond the
first hill they learned that they had six
leagues more to g2o. They covered three
of these leagunes, and were rewarded with
the information that it was ‘fully seven
leakues ‘vet.  Geography in Mexico wase
clearly am elastic quantity. But towards 3
o’clock a voung fellow on a towering stack
of fagots waved his arm over the land-
scape, and said, “Why, genor, you are
there now.” Yes, it wan the hacienda, but
how far was it to the hacienda house?
Oh, that was still a few leagues.

In the end, after nightfall, ther rode
into a very wide valley, where two hroad,
shallow rivers joined and flowed on as
one through the lowland. Here, on the
brow of a slope, they perceived the walls
and the church tower of what seemed to
be a emall town. But after one last in-
quiry, they learned that it was the eeat

of Anastasio Murguia’s baronial domain, |

e |
CHAPTER XIV. :
The Hearld of the Iair God. |

“Les grenouilles se lassant
De Yetat democratique,
Par leur clameurs firent {ant
Que Jupin les soumit @u pouveir mon-
archique.”
la }ontaine.

A avide country road swept up the
slope of the hill, curved in toward the
low outer wall of the little town on the
brow, then swept down again, The por-
tico of the hacienda house was set in the
wall where the road almost touched, so
that the _traveler could alight at)
the very threshold of the venerable
place. Mounting the hali-dozen steps,
Driscoll crossed the porch whose bare
cement columns stood as sentinels the en-
tire length of the high. onestoried fac-
ade, and ‘on the heavy double doors he
found a knocker. Visitors were infrequent
there, but at last a surprised barefoot
mozo anawered the rapping, and in turn
brought a short mam of burly girth and
charro tightness of breeches. This chubby
person bowed many times and assured
Their Mercies over and over again that
here they ‘had their house., Driscoll re-
plied with thanks that in that case he
thought that he and thc other two Mer-
cies would be taking possession. for the
night at least.

The man was Murguia's administrador,
or overseer, He took it tor granted that
the French senor (in those days Mexico
called all foreigners French) and the
French senoras were f{riends of his em-
ployer, and Driscoll did mot undeceive
him. The trooper’s habite were those of
war, and war admitted quartering yourelf
on an enemy. He brought the news, teo,
that Murguia had come safely through his
last blockade run, which alone insured
him a welcome without the fact that ran-
chero hospitality mzy be almost Arabian
and akin to a sacrament.

Plunging into apologice for every con-
coivable thing that could or might be

into the sala. a long front room, the ha-
cendado’s hall of state. To all appear-
ances it had mot been so used in many
years. but the old furnishing of some form-
er Spanish owner still told the tale of

coaches before the colonnade outside and
of hidalgo guests within the great bouse.
There was the stately sofa of honor fiank-
ed by thronelike armchairs, with high-
backed ones next in line,all once of bright
crimson satin and now frazzled and stain-
¢d. The inevitable mirror leaned from its
inevitable: place over the sofa, but it was
cracked and the gilt of the heavy frame
had tarniched to red. At the other end
of the sala. a considerable journey, there
hung a token of the later and Mexican
family in possession. The token was of
course the Virgin of Guadelupe in her
flame of gold, as she had gaudily embla-
zoned hergelf on the blanket, or serape,
of a poor Indian. Murguia’s print iwas
one of thousands of copies of that same
revered serape.

Urging them to be seated, clgpping his
hands for servants, giving orders, ever
apologizing, the overseer finally got the
travelers convinced that it was their
house and that supper would be ready
now directly. With a glance at his two
companions, Driscoll inquired for the sen-
oras of the family, whereupon a sudden |
embarrassment darkened the administra- |
dor's fat amiable features.

“Dona. Luz, Your Mercy means? Ai,
caballero, you are most kind. And you
tell me that her father will come tomor-
row, that he will-—surely come?” )

“Might we,” Jacqueline interposed.*pay
our respects to Senor Murguia's - daugh-
ter?”

The poor fellow begged Their Mercies’
indulgence, but Dona Matilde, the semora
aunt of Dona Luz lay sick in the house.
As for Dona Luz, yes, Dona Luz had gone
to the chapel, as she often did of an
evening lately, to pray for her aunt’s. re-
covery. Dona Luz had vowed to wear
sackeloth for six months if her dear pa-
tron saint, Maria de Ja Luz, would but
hear her petition. Out of compassion,
Jacqueline said no more.

Next morning Driscoll was astiv carly.
He wandered through a thick-walled la-
bryinth of corridors and patios, and came
at last into a rankly luxuriant tropical
garden, where the soft perfume of éhina-
tree blossoms filled his nostrils. Keeping
on he passed many of the hacienda build-
ings. a sugar mill, a cotton factory. ware-
houses, stables with corrals, and entered
a tortuous street between adobes, where
he found the hacienda store. Here the
administrador was watching the clerks
who sold and the peons who bought. The
latter were mostly women, barefooted
and seccantily clothed. Their main want
was corn, weevil-eaten corn, which they
carried away in their aprons. They made
tortillas of it for their men laboring in
the hacienda fields. or on -the hacienda
coffee hille. The store was a curious epi-
tome of thrift and improvidence. One
wench grumbled boldly of short measure.
She dared, because®she was comely and
buxom. and her chemise fell low on her
full, olive breast. She counted her pur-
chase of frijoles to the last grain, using
her fngers, and glaring at the clerk half
coaxingly. half resentfully. But an in-
tensely scarlet percale caught her barbar-
ian eve. and =he took enough of it for a
<kirt. A dozen cigarettes followed, and
by so much she increased her man’s debt
to the hacienda.

A shrunken and ancient laborer was ex-
Jostulating earnestly with much gesturing
of skeleton arms. while the administrador
listened as one habituated and bored. The
fecble peon protested that he could not
work thai day. He parted the yellow

| rags over one leg and revealed decaying

exh, eloughing away in the ravages of
bone leprosy. He showed it without
emotion, ax some argument in the ab-
stract. . And he was arguing for a little
corn, just a little, and he made his palm
into a tinv cup to demonstrate. The ad-
ministrador opened a limp account book,
held his pudy forefinger against a page
for a second, then shut it decisively, “No,
no, Pedro, not while you owe these
twelve reales, Think, man, if you should
die. You have no sons; we would lose:”

“But  mi,patron, there’s my nephew.”

“True, and he has his own father’s debt
waiting fer him.”

“Just a wee little,” begged the man.

The overseer shook his head. “When
vou've worked today, ves. Then you may
have six cents’ worth, and the other six
cents of the day's wages counted off your
debt. There mow, get along with you to
the timber cutting.” I

The administrador brightened on per-
ceiving Driscoll. How was His Mercy?
How had lis Mercy paseed the night?
Hew—-"

“Where,”” interpored

Driscoll. “might

| one find the nearest stage to Mexico?”

Almost nowhere, was the reply. What

" with the French intervention and guer-

rillas, the Compania de Diligencias had
about suspended its service altogether.

a hbattered tray, and offered droll sug-
gestions until ahe.began to suspect that
he really did not mean them. Berthe was
a nice girl with soft brown hair, and a
serions, gentle way ahout her:

| brushes. whose stroke caressed gently and | monsieur, a Frenchman does not jostle
purringly the Hapsourg whisker. There | a woman.—Thank you.”
was a Roman poet. fastidiously bound,  “But the jostling by a- woman's tongue,
and then—there was the Ritual. ! mademoiselle.—Well, what is it © Have
| The Ritual was a massive tome, of glaz- ' mercy, be brief, since I am not even to

The maid found mademoiselle not only | ed, gilt-edged paper, of print as big for breathe while my lady talks.”

still abed, but stretched on a rack of tor-
ture as well, her helpless gaze fixed on 3
Mexican woman with a hot iron. Jt wae
a flat iron, and it was being applied to
Jacqueline's poor rtumpled frock. The
dress was spread over a , cloth
on the floor, and the “woman
strove tantalizingly, and Jacqueline was
trying to direct her.

“Madame is served,” Berthe announced.

Madame raised herself on an elbow and
looked at the tray, at the sorry chinaware,
at  the earthern supplements. ‘‘Served?”
she repeated. “Berthe, exaggeration is i
very bad habit. But child, what are you
about? This is not a petit dejeuner!”

“I know, madame, but he told me to
bring it. He said we'd be traveling, and
there wouldn’t be time for a second break-
fast.”

“He? Who in the world—"

“Why, the. the American monsieur. He
said just coffee wasn’t enough, and for
me to bring along the entire contest of
markmanship—the, the whole shooting
match—and for madame to hurry.”

“Berthe! one would eay you thought him
a prince.”

“He—he is a kind of prince,” eaid the
little Bretonne doggedly.

Madame whistled softly. Still, she ate
a hearty breakfast.

Meantime, outside two resplendent
horsemen were galloping up the curving
sweep of the wide road. Their haste
smacked of vast importance, and the very
dazzling flash of their brase helmets in
the sunlight had a certain arroganoce. The
foremost jerked his horee’s bit with a cruel
petulance and drew up before the hacienda
house. Several natives were basking on
the steps, and he cut .at them sharply
with his whip.

“Wake, you r-rats!” A Teutonic thick-
ness of speech clogged his utterance, and
he turned to his companion. “Tell this
canaille.” he snarled in Flemish, “to go
fetch their master here at once.”

The administrador came hurrying, and
was overcome. His hospitable flow gush-
ed and choked at its source before the
splendor of the two cavaliers. They were
Belgians. The first wore a long blue coat
bedecked with golden leaves and belted
with a sash. Cross€s and stars dangled
on his breast. His breeches- were white
doe. and his high glossy boots had wrinkles
like a mousquetaire’s. Heavy tassels flap-
ped from his sword hilt. A brass eagle
was perched on his helmet. Altogether,
here was a glittering bit of flotsam from
the new Mexican Empire. But a narrow-
ness between the man’s eyes affected one
unpleasantly. It was a mean and a sour
scowl, of a fellow Jately come into author-
ity. The other man graced the ormate
uniform of an aide in Maximilian's im-
perial household.

“Your Mercy is—is the Emperor?”
stammered the poor fat adminisirador.

He had, indeed, heard rumors of Maxi-
milian on one of his ostentatious soyages.
The first Belgjian, however, was in no way
embarrassed at the question. It was a
natural mistake. in his opinion.

“Explain to this imbecile,” he ordered,

“since there’s no better here to receive;

m-!’

The aide explained. His Imperial Maj-
esty, Maximiliano, was returning to his
capital. Fascinated by the beauty of the
tropice, as well as ¥l of a cough, he had
lingered for a week past at the adjoining
bacienda ¢f Las Palmas. 172 had aleo been
deep in studies for the welfare of his
pecple. But now the business of the Km-
pire demanded that he relieve the km.
press of her regency. Accordingly, His
‘Majesty and Mis Majesty’'s retinue had leit
Las Palmas that very morning, and would
shortly pass by the hacienda of Mocte-
zuma. His Majesty, when en voyage, al-
waye took a loving interest in his subjects,
and a sincere ovation never failed to touch
his heart. So Monsieur Eloin—hgre the
aide glanced with some irony at the first
Belgian—so Monsieur Eloin thought' taat
the master of La Moctezuma would be
grateful to know of His Majesty’s ap-
proach, in order to gather the peons from
the fields to welcome him. It would be
as well, perhape, fo reveal nothing to the
Emperor of this thoughtful hint.

“To make it quite plain,” concluded
the speaker, ‘“can you assemble enough
men" within an hour to do a seeming and
convincing reverence to your ruler?”

“And tell him,” interrupted Monsieur
Floin, “not  to forget the green boughs
waving in their hands. Make him under-
stand that there will be consequences if
it’s not spontaneous.”

“Then.” said Driscoll, ‘“‘could we hire
some sort of a rig from you?” The ad-|
ministrador believed go, though he regret- |
ted continuously that Their Mercies must |
be leaving so sooh. I

Wiih a nod of thanks Driscoll turned |
curiously to the loaded shelves, and gazed |

at the bolts of manta, calico, and red | And all this elegance—no wonder they be- | ment.
buret | Jieve ‘that the Fair God is come at last

flannel. *“Jiminy crickets.” he
forth. “is there anybody on this ranch |
who can sew?” i

Yes, the vwife of one of the clerks was

a passable reamstress. She did such work | that he will verify the tradition and be | Rodrigo Galain.” ‘
| The Tiger heard, no dounbt, but he | of prey, and they clutched at an U\':\|[

for the Donas at the House. !

“And can she do some today, and can,
vou ~end it on to overtake me by tomor-|
row?’

Then Driscoll invested in a number of
varas of calico print. It was the best,
available. But the light blue flowering
was modest enougi, and there was eveu
a cheery freshness about it that called up
mellowing recollections of bright-eved Mis-
souri girls. Yet each time he thought of |
the costumes he had ordered, he blushed
until his hair roots tingled.

Intent once more on departure, Din
Driscoll hastened back to the House. But
he only learned that Jacqueline and Ber-
the were not up vet. He mumbled at
such lovsenese in discipline, until he re-|
membered that they were not troopers. |
but girle. And since girls are 1o be wait-
ed for. he did it in his own room. From
his eaddlebags he laid out shaving ma-
terial. The Old Brigade had advised
these things, while epeculating with dry
concern on what was correct among ¢m-
perors. After much sharp snapping of
eves, for the razor pulled, the clean line
of his jane emerged from lather and stub-
ble.  “Just in case any emperor should
happen in,” he tried to explain it, taking
transparently jocose manner with him-
self.

Eight o'clock! Xven avilized people do
not stay abed that late! Yet he found
only ,Berthe in the dining room. She had
come on a foraging expedition, He watch-
¢d the little Bretonnc's deft arrauging of

As they galloped back to rejoin Maxi-
milian, the imperial aide was thoughtful.
“] can’t help it,” he said aloud, “I feel
sorry for him. How his blue eves glisten
—there are actually tears in them—when
he talks to these Indians of freedom and
a higher life! He thinks they love him!

to right their sorrows.”
“The loathsome beasts!™
“But 1 do feel sorry. He really believes

their savior. It's his sincere goodness of
heart. Man, how exalted he is!”

“But where's the harm?”

“Because, because the poor devils were
fooled once before. And their new Mes-
¢iah may deceive them as bitterly with
unwise meddling as Cortez did ‘with greed
and cruelty.” .

“Messiali for these pigs!’
ed
sea”’

’

pig Eloin <neer-
“\What pleasure it gives him, T can’t

CHAPTER XY,
The Ritual.

sk % % 4 bearded man,
Pamper'd with rank luxuriousness and
case.”’
—-Dante.

The Emperor was coming—elaborately,
by august degrees.

First, and far in .advance, arrived a
haughty pack liveried in the roval green
of ancient Aztec dynasties. New tenants

might have heen moving on this bright |

May day. for the flunkies attended a
small caravan- of household stuff, which
they crammed through the gaping door-
way as nuts into a goose’s  maw. The
stuff was all royal, of royalty’s absolute
necessities, There were soft rugs, and
finely spun  tapestries, and _portieres
to smother a whisper. There was a high-
backed chair. and a velvet-covered dais
for the high-backed chair. There were

! the proclaiming of truth as the Family{ “I was thinking, dear moneieur. of the

! Bible, of weight to burden a strong | feelings of an artist, to thich you are |

| man, of contents to stagger: a giant, | very, very blind.”
| brain, unless the Aant brain “Feelings, artist
ihad in it the conyolution  of | mademoiselle!”

! Name of a name,
g sl | 5 sl e e -
{a smile. Maximilian and Charlotte had | ‘‘Precisely, Maximilian's feelings. You

| reigned a year, and so far the Ritual was I know how he abhors the sight of blood. |

| the supreme monument to the glory and | Ma foi, and T agree with him.”
usefulness of their Empire. It decreed, |
i by Imperial dictation and signature, the | ted her. Never u word of their French
etiquette that must and ghould be ob-!did he understimd. but he knew that she

| handshake.  he did not laugh tasilyg, . !
The next degree in the imperial advent | “Never fear,” he swid. “Mis Majesiyvs
was the imperial courier, who proclaimed | delicate prejudices are sate. Tt will be all
from a curveting steed what everybody ! undergronnd
suspected. “Our August Sovereign™ wae| muss at all? _
approaching. ! “But yéu forget,” Jacqueline cried tes-
Several hundred peons stared with open  tily, “yau forget the imagination of a
mouths. (athered before the house, they poet.”’
prattled ' to one another in childlike ex-! ““And he will imagine—""
pectaney of the -Senor Emperador. Most | “Yes, because I shall tell him.”
of them were learning for the first time| “Sacre—"
that they had an emperor: Still, it suf-| “And posgibly he would brace his feel-
ficed to know this wae an occasion for i ings to a second aesthetic horror as a re-
auto-inspiring vivas, like once when the | buke for the first. In a word, my colonel,
INlustrisimo Bishop came. They took new | there will be one more body to follow-
hold on the green boughs they . were to|underground. Now is this quite clear. or
wave. A handkerchief here and there| —do you require my promise on jte?
fluttered from a bamboo pole. Down in| The savage old brow manifested the de-
an adobe village by the river junction,|sire to make her a victim as well, but in

shirt or ekirt, pended from cords stretch-! coll was safe. “I understand, Mademoi-
ed across the street; and cotton curtains,|selle ]a Marquise,” he said, Jaying on
come of crude drawn work, hung outside | heavily the suave gallantry of a French-
the windows. All the poor finery of the!man. “Yes, I understand. Prince Max
Indians was on exhibition to do honor 0| values Your J.adyship's
a gorgeous Old World court. But the!highly— Pardi, 1 believe he would cer-
fiesta air had already gotten into the sus-| tainly shoot me if you told him too.”
ceptible native lungs, and that alone, with| “Exactly,” Jacqueline coldly assented.
only a trumpet’s blare, would make for a; ‘And Monsieur I'Americain may con-
hurrah in genuine fervor.
The roomy porch of the old mansion | moigelle, the
was crowded with the chief people of the | His Majesty.”
hacienda. cierks, foremen, hduse servants, “As Monsieur le Tigre may congratulate
hesides the administrador and the chap-| pimeelf that the American does not under-
Jain. Behind a remote column were the; stand tHis insult Eir
three wanderers in the vglldcrness; the:l Behind her tcse a dry hyaterical cackle
S“’T‘“ Centre, the Marchioness, and thc{ of renewed hope. “The Little Black
Maid. They were to have been gone bY | Crow!” she esclaimed. **Sc¢. my colonel,
now ,and yet it was not the coming of he is not worth an exccution all to nim-
the emperor that had stopped tpem.' The self, so do we all go back to contemplate
cause Was nearcr di hand. Smoking 2, 55 0 Afax's Joving ovation.”
lon.gtbl?,ckh c1g3r. n.dgr\l:z})iguaﬁ :ie::c{)v“?‘s | “The Emperor arrives!” she cried -gayly,
ornate in braid and decoratio s - : e * 3
e coonel Dy B o k.| S [ % D 0 e S
is Cossacks thronged the Colonade.| - : i i
Tt ot n T ol aghe o bsign ki ]
aplotched every other color with rust.| o : Y D due L 1ROS.
The Contra Guerillas were many things.| ?‘;ﬁ “1‘?1""%2‘1'3]“"’3,1 ;‘f‘e’;t«,’gﬂ’d Ritual
They were Frenchmen and Mexicans. Wi mo . e itual classified every
They were Americans, Confederate de- n.*.o}'emen‘t. every bre;jm}\ of the_ Court, as
gerters, Union deserters. They were Ne- rigidly and with ae little consciousness ot
groes and Arabs. They were the ruined:;umor as Linnaeus did his sflowers.—"1t
of fortune, now eoldiers of fortunc. They |cin b be a N&mor Palace Luncheon of the
were pirates and highwaymen. They [j]‘"'d QaFS, she mused, and --lt, jen’t
| were fugitives from the noose, from the Grand Court Mourning of the First De
| garrote, from the guillotine, But they | gree. Ha, 1 have it, He—that 'I_i is a
were all right willing desperadoes. And capital, please, not a sacrilege, bat to be
there was not a «oftened feature on a man Ritualistic—He is out on a voyage of the
of the troop. Only a tigerish ferocity Minor (lass, Small Service of Honor, Lies-
could lead them, could hold them. ser Cortege. Now then, all's com.tortablc;
They gurrendered the Missourian on the | no. room for plebeian misconceptions.”
hacienda portico. If omly for his debon-| On they came, cach rigidly after his

arbiter “elegantiarum—with

“bad man” euch ag none of them might with the August Sovereign first of all. To
ever hope to be. And they watched him | bring on the majestic climax so early was
| like lynxes, though he was unarmed. Yet |illogical ,of course, but dust having hap
he did not look “bad.” Ile merely looked | pened to be created before precedence,
! bored. He was a prisoner. but not the [the Cortege wus changed the other way
only one., Anastasio Murguia fidgetted | yound for a voyage, so that the First Cate-
| among the Cossacks on his own porch. | gory people breathed what the August
| His restless eyes. roved incessantly over | Sovereign kicked up and kicked up some
E the crowd.‘eeeking his daughter, byt they| additional for the Second Category, and
| were steadily bafiled. the Second did the eame for the Third,
| Down in the valley, where the Rio Moc- | 4nd go on down to the Ninth, or “And all
| tezuma joined its cource with the Panuco, | gghers,” who breathed the best they could
a dusty mist moved nearer along the old|,n4 paid the bill.
| Spamish highway, and faintly there came}l Nothing preceded the royal cuach ex
the sound of clarions. An eager murmur-| ...¢ the royal escort, and that by exactly
ing arose irom the throng on the hill- | {5 hundred paces, in which interval a
gide. Tt swelled more mnh.deut]y to | .inonical obligation was laid on the dust
buzz as the faraway dust Jifted at the |, = giile Tt was a particularly gallant
ford and revealed the beaded stringing roya'l escort. The Empress’ Own, or the
of a numerous company. The dstantipo o, or Lancers, or Guardsmen, or
bugles rang clearer on the pure air. Yes', Husears, or whatever they were, were
Ee comtes, t%m -y»eo;z)leTcr{e(‘l, \‘j]':}lrerei picked Mexicans; and they were frankly
Ef:::r E?,:';xémézqu‘:de_ hee e proud of - their rich crimson l»uuics:n;lwé
C 1 10 o rhaps, of their heavily fringed standar
* For Sieion Dupin the S o dete Ei)rkgd‘bv Carlota herself. f cavalry de-
s ly evolve juto & BHE S ha;“ dv tachment in fur caps with a feather com-
ot ey, mbo fe exaspemtl‘ng b pleted the body guard. _ Mexico is a hot
4 cwrey. He had coptose i ey country, but that was no reason why an
- before, A A tri;x;x regiment should sacrifice 18
terference in a gauzy haze of dust. He|- i ea!
signed to one of his men to follow with “‘f_’g ;:l'im‘mtioo"' i e
Murguia, and Jle.hlmﬁielf }D]M;;d ;y‘%aun‘f; . \mf %lh:”\lexiéan émigrﬁ‘-" ':l‘he\' s
éf:e:ai]:fnd i olfachie 7 back when we made it safe for them. But
But a white figure of Mexican rebosa ‘Vhelll'e, oh l\l‘hol: , are tlhel I;l;ccnvr}l: i:ger .
s ot od cwiftly from be-| “Everywhere” growled th .
?m"]:dmf\i%;n;:,epa;0‘&L12§t1€1,: E'T‘?gerib- 1}101lr}tains am‘l.swamq»:._ dying everywhere,
arm. Both Jacqueline and Berthe had fighting for this Austrian archduke. But
been watching the Cossack chief rather be doesn’t like to be seen with them.
than the spectacle in the valley. And as
he turned on his prisoner, Berthe half
screamed and clutched at -the bosom of
her dress. It was Jacquelme who gained
his side. She addressed him sharply as
| one who hates to reopen a tedious argu-

solitary and marked as majesly itself.
There were postilions and outriders and
footmen arrayed in the Imperial livery
with the Imperial crown. And on the
coach door flashed Maximilian’s escutch-
eon, his archducal arms grafted on the
i not already permitted myself to tell you torso of his vne\\"ixnp(-;n'al mtat( t:&l:s
—yes, I repeat, you are mistaken. He is | Were the winged grffhmj» with al :
in no sense whatever an accomplice of scrolls  for . tails. They bad vord
¢ cious | claws, had  these droll beasts

“Monsieur Dupin,” she cried, “have I

|
|

! did not stop. He kept on toward the|frame ruthlessly, as though to ahatter 1%
door, Drigcoll beside him, and his men'and get at a certain bird within. Poor
around him. e meant to pass through bird, his shelter looked very fragile, and
' the house. Some secluded corral in the | he about to be smothered under an enorm-
back would do for the execution. Dris- | ous diadem as under an extinguisher. He
coll seemed as indifferent as ever, though | was noune other than the Mexican eagle
there was a lithe, alert spring in his step. perched on his own native cactus. and he
! Behind him Murguia was moaning, pray- | desired only peace and «quict \\'}w_re he
{ing to see his daughter. Berthe followed, throttled the snake of ignorance m his
' bewildered, and  silently wringing her | talons, which wnake hod bren his ‘orry
{ hands. But the ‘death .march was 0 ever gince the Aztec hordes from the
| business-like, and every one clse was so{ north had first caged him In. Bcnf\ﬂ.‘th
‘intent on the approach of a royally born | the Imperial arms was the motto, “Equi-
" person. that the crowds shoved aside by | dad en la Justicia,” but it seemed an idle
the little group never once suspected that | promise. :
| they had just hrusl;cd elhows with trage- In the huge traveling coach, with a
| dy in the making. { grevhound at his feet, sat oue lone m
' Jacqueline caught her breath, sucked it | He had a soft skin, rosy like a baby
! in rather, in a pang of angry despair; and | and blue eyes, and what some called >
| plucking up her skirts ¢he ran abead until{ peautiful golden beard. The huzas swell-
| ehe could oppose her clender figure square- | od and surged from all sides, and he
"Iy in front of the burly Frenchman. It | cmiled on the people. But he gazed be-
i he were to move on, be must trample her | yond them, and into the blue eyes came
down. Her eyes, usually so big and round | the light of exultation such as is inspired
and shading to a depth of blue with their | by music that starts a heartstring in
lively mischief, were all but closed, and | yvague trembling. :
| through the narrowed lashes they gleamed  The Cortege followed in carrages one

“Go it, Miss Jack-leen!” Driscoll abet- |

i served in the courtly circle. But alag, | had a power of apeech. Dupin evidently |
i vou can’t codify genuflections. mor yet a knew it better vet, for thoigh he Jaughed. |

before he comes, and e}

every gala ecrap of calico print, whether | thig extra blood-thirst she knew that Dris- |

good taste so |

| gratulate himself oun the influence of made- |

naire indifference, they knew XNim for a|kind, a Noah’s procession «)E‘Dignita‘rjes;

Behind eight white mules of Spain, four
abreast, rolled the coach of the Emperor,

cecing *Ilis Majesty when ealled  for,”
and of “‘communicating with Him in wnt-
ing.” But he could not see Him when
not called for. In reality the Grand Mar-
shal was a quiet old Mexican gentleman
who seemed ill at ease. He was (General
Almonte, one of those conservatives \\-1?0
| had sought their country’s tranquility in
foreign intervention. But Maximilian had
hespangled him into a Dignidad. and thus
lost fo himself an able politician’s usefui-
ness. The real man of affairs was an oh-
seure Belgian who openly and insolent’y
despised  evervthing Mexican. He alo
sang chansonettes. He was the sour-
browed Monsieur Eloin already men-
tioned,

Dignidades enough to make up the Les-
cor Cortege were mnot iacking. Riding
Sone was the (lhet  of ihe Military
Household, who c¢ould return no salutes

the circumstanees, recognition of his own
father would have heen rank heresy. Then
there was the Girand Physician, the Grand
Chaplain, and Honorary Physicians  ana
{ Chaplains, who could wear tirand Uni:
! forms and a Cordon and eat at the Grand
| Marshal's table; and there were Cham-
| berlains and Secretaries of Ceremony ana
i Aids. Many surreptitionsly peeped into
| &« monster volume as they rode. Tt was
|rm'.. a mass hook nor a materia medica.
It was the Ritual.

The Sixth (irand Dignitary of Cabel-
lerizo Mavor helped His Majesty to de-
scend from His coach. He did it mid
vociferous cheering and waving of boughs
and agitation of handkerchiefs <)n.ba.}n-
| boo poles. Aides and Deputy Dignitarics
‘worked industriously driving back the
simple Inditos.

«The General Aide de Camp.” Jac-
| queline quoted reverentlv. “ ‘will keep 'the
people from the Imperial coach, but with-
| out maiming them. "

(To be continued.)

KINGSTON NEWS

]

iMa.odona.ld School Now Has a
' $300 Piano--A Longfellow
] Programme--Pupil Bicyoles' to
School.

|

| Kingston, Kings Co.. Feb. 16—~The Mac-
| donald school now hagna fine new $300 piaro,
| which was brought from St. Jehn on wed-
nesday. The teachers and pupils of tle
| srhool beartily appreciate the generosity of
iJ. M. Secovil, C. Flood and others of S'.
| John, who voluntarily contributed very 1it~
{ erally towards the piano fund.
! On Friday afternoon the pupils of the ad:
vanced department gave a Longfellow pro-
gramme which was much enjoyed by the
visitors and pupils. The programme was a4’
follows:

Chorus—The Psalm of Life.

pssay—Life of Longtellow—Gilbert Prince.
Essay—Character Sketches—Charles Wet=
more.

Chorus—The Arrow and the Song.
Essay—Evangeline—Wilbur Crawtord.
Recitation—Selection  from Evangeline—
Jean Flewwelling.

Solo—The. Bridge—Genie Flewelling.
Recitation—Selection
Smith Carmichael.
Solo—The Village Blacksmith—Bruce Flew=
elling.

Regitanlon-—'rhe Bill of Atri—Georgie A.
| Sherwood.
i Essay—Superstitions and Legends ot the
Acadians—Molly Otty. i
| " Essay—Life of Evangeline—Marjorie Flew=
{ welling. _
| Next Friday afternoon the hoys of the
school will debate on the resolution, ‘“Re-
| solved that Canada’s railways are of more
| benefit than its waterways.” Barry Kiog
| will lead the affirmative and Allen Otty the
| negative side. Two weeks ago the subject
{ Summer versus Winter was debated by the
| girls.
! ® There is now exceilent sledding in the gi-
! cinity of Kingston and the summer vans hef
| been put aside for a time. Last week 0.«
| boy rode a bicyele to ‘school and several
| skated on the crust a distance of five miles.
! The school has received papers from the
| state of Washington containing reprints of
the essays on school gardens written by our
| pupils and recently published in the 8w
John papers.

Gagetown Donation Party

(agetown, Feb. 16—Many of the coungrega-
tion and friends of the Rev. Mr. Kirby met
at the Methodist parsonage on the evening
of the 14th, where tea was served at 6
o'clock. Thae tables .presented a most at-
tractive appearance laden with all good things
to tempt the appetite and further embellisb-
ed with appropriate decorations emblematic
| of St. Valentine's day. After supper games
and music occupied the attention of the
company for some time, when the chief ob-
ject of the invasion of the pastor’s premises
was formally made known to the pastor by
the circuit steward, J. ‘P. Bulyea, who, in
a happy manner, presented Mr. Kirby withy
a donation of upwards of $30. The recipieng§
in acknowledgement expressed deep gratie
tude for the kindness of the people shown
him in so tangible a way. After a delights
fully pleasant social evening the company
dispersed about 11 o’clock.

G. DeVeber and T. S. Peters have re-
turned from St. John.

Mrs., T. S. Peters came home a: few days
! ago from visiting her ddughter, Mrs. Bar-
nett, at Springhill, York county.

J. R. Dunn and R. F. Davis came from
Fredericton yesterday.
|~ Several inches of snow have fallen within
| the last 24 hours.

‘

Robberies at Rentox"th.

Some little time ago it was reporgd
| that a number of summer houses at Ren-
| forth had been broken into by some mir-
! ereants and household effects stolen. Last
i weck the pretty suburban villa was again
| visited Dby depredators and Capt. E. C.
Klkin's residence was the one to suffer.
| A number of things were removed. from
! the house and up to the present time the
thieves have mnot been located. The re-
sidente of Renforth held a meeting a few
days ago and decided to take united ac-
| tion against the depredators. Steps were
taken to apprehend the culprits, and a
reward of %25 isx offered for information
| that will lead to their capture.—Timesy
Saturday.

|

|ALBERT COUNTY MAN
i KILLED IN SAWMILL

Monecton. Feb. 17—Clarence Millburn, of
Hopewell Cape, while working for Wm. Flord
in a portabie saw mill near Salem, Alberi
county, met with an accldent yesterday
which tesulted in bis death this morning. .

Millburn was engaged in rolling logs when
he slipped and fell under the carriage,where
he was badly jammed.

The deceased was 25 yecars of ago and im
survived by his parents, My. and Mrs. Geo.
| Millburn, of Hopewell Cape, four sisters and
four brothers.

Rev. George E. Whitehouse, pastor of the
First Baptist church, has received word of
the death of his elder brother at West Fal-

| like white steel. Her voice, theugh, Was| hundred paces apart. The first held the | mouth (Mass.)

| clear and even, of a studied courtesy. | First Grand Dignitary, the only Dignitary
| “Yes, I know, Monsieur le Coronel, sus-| of Third Category rank, and hence the
| pictbn with you s quite cnough. But,” '

W. J. Myers, an Englishman who sailed

only one who could stand near the throne| on the steamer Lake Manitoba for Eng-

| she went on in contempt and feigned sur- | after Highnesses, Grand Collars, and Am-| land, has gone to claim a legacy of £8-
prise at his dullness, “this rage of yours! bassadors. ‘He was the Grand Marshal of| 000 recently left him by a wealthy relt-

|
i outwitted by Rodrigo Galan | the Court and Minister of the imperial

at being
His privileges

blinds you to something else.—Pardan, Household.
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tive. Mr. Myers served with the Que-

copsisted - of  bec battery in the Scuth African wa-

s o il e AT B

when near Hix Majesty except from Firei *
and Neccnd Category personages. Under

from Evangeline--

s/




